THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
estimate the congregation must have numbered five
thousand. They were all tense, silent, listening to a
boy and a girl. Some hypnotic power switched my
eyes toward the stage and held them there.
Against a background of flowers, underneath an
immense picture of Jesus Christ, two children with
grinning faces were singing into a loud-speaker. The
girl was dressed in white, the boy wore a neat blue
suit Their shrill treble voices, accompanied by The
Temple's 'Great Silver Band/ penetrated to the
remotest recesses of the hall. They were singing:
'Let's go
Let's go
To the land where th' milk and hon - ey flow/
Over and over again they sang this song. It was
set to a form of ragtime. Now and then the boy
cocked his head, grinned even more widely, and in-
terjected a 'Praise the Lord!' or an 'Ay-men.' Each
time he did so, the crowd roared its applause, as
though some comedian had made a particularly
witty gag.
The song came to an end. As it ended, I was
swept forward in an irresistible mass of humanity*
I found myself, at last, in a balcony almost over-
looking the stage. There was a moment's lull.
Somebody was preaching a sermon. There was an
opportunity to look around.
I was almost facing the crowd. Close-wedged, it
ranged from the dizzy heights of the gallery to the
sweating thousands on the main floor. The faces
were coloured by the lights which shone through the
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